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THE FUND. 


A MOCK-EPIC. 


CANTO I, 

Af Party Lust, to us the fateful spring 
II Of woes unnumbered, Heavenly Goddess, sing 
^ Who struck the fatal spark, who lit the pile, 
Whose mad ambition and whose swollen bile ; 
Who wounded whom, who raingled in the strife, 
Who bled and swooned and carne again to life, 
Yet, tho’ restored unto the vital breath, 

Endured without recall a moral death; 

What arms they used—the arrow and the bow 
Which, aimed above the girdle, hit below; 

Or double-edgòd blade or forceful dart 
To hack and plunge, with art or without art; 
Sharp stutter of the rifle, flame of torch, 

To riddle you to splinters or to scorch ; 

Teeth which were given to bite, the kick, the cufí, 
Or some bought editorial sneer or puff; ' 

Loud academic cannon and the spurt 
Of that most primai of all weapons — dirt. 

Say, Muse, how that the children of this land, 
Exilèd long unto a distant strand, 

Had for some cause, explained in various ways, 
From thoughtless bliss now fallen on evil days: 






How some, forgetful of their former weal, 

Now begged the daily pittance of a meai; 

Others, less wise, would strive in vain to sink 
Both shame and hunger in a glass of drink 
When they succeeded, once a week at least, 

To touch the bosom of the parish-priest ; 

How others, bred to fortune, tried to hide 
The ignominious ruins of their pride; 

How most, rotting in club-rooms, wan with hope, 
Denied the lustral benison of soap, 

Indebted, starving, heart and voice grown faint, 
Burned nightly candles to their patron-saint; 

Say, more, how that these vows took wings and flew 
To the cold portais of the careless blue, 

And mighty Zeus and his council stunned 
This city with an Emigration Fund. 

Say how this Fund, disastrously begot, 

A little less of good than evil wrought, 

And, born for epic laughter, epic tears, 

Set mortais and immortals by the ears; 

Whence issued shrill and inharmonious jars 
Betwixt the interspaces of the stars, 

And clouds of soaring dust eclipsed the sun, 
Affording pain to some, to others-—fun. 

How oft celestial gifts are fraught with bale ! 

How oft divine, like human, projects fail! 

Did not, of yore, an apple of discord 
Erase Troy’s lofty towers with íire and sword, 
Destroy the blossoms of old Priam's seed 
And give us endless epopees to read ? 
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CANTO II. 






S ING, Muse, how Zeus sent a circular, 

To summon every god from every star, 

And all the gods, obedient to the same, 

In densest throng from farthest regions carne: 

By train or tram they hied; few could afford 
A taxi, fewer yet a private Ford. 

First carne the wielder of the potent word 
Whom many a hall and lecture-room had heard; 
Blessèd of bulk, when wreathèd in a smile 
He could his own and others’ woe beguile; 

He was in all the lore of laughter schooled 
And grave, if grave at all, when others fooled. 

He stepped with solemn gait, puffed out each cheek 
As one who’d rather meditate than speak, 

And, pursing up a snout as if to smoke, 

Was lost in contemplation of a joke. 

Who is that sequent god with nerves a-tingle 
That hates the crowd wherewith he loves to mingle, 
And would mistake a triumph for a hoot 
As too self-conscious of his own repute ? 

His brazen shyness and his modest pride 
Were known to gods and goddesses beside. 

His tongue could wag like bells on All Saints’ Day, 
And ever sing one song and sing one way; 

He laughed aloud, altho’ he missed the jest, 

And, was the joke his own, he laughed the best, 

Next carne the god of wisdom, none but he 
Could track the mazes of philosophy ; 
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Some say he often came to earth disguised 
If but to show how dearly he despised 
Earth and its pomp and empty circumstance, 
Faint tinklings in the Being’s cyclic dance. 

Now all his phantoms had he laid aside 
And, shorn of all his metaphysic pride, 

Held in one hand a book of phrase and fable 
Besides a new multiplication-table, 

While in the other hand superbly shone 
The last fat volume of a lexicon. 

The busy son of Ceres next they saw 
Dyed in the colour of her son-in-law ; 

Á plough in this hand and in that a spade, 

He talked of growing two where grew a blade, 
Wherever he walked there sprung abundant corn 
Save in that country where the god was born. 
How that this land was blasted with a curse 
Cannot be sung in any kind of verse; 

Therefore, if direst need or love of yield 
Impeis you to compel the fertile field, 

To con the secrets how to sow the seed, 

Manure the grudging soil or pluck the weed, 
Mow, thresh or winnow,— dare to read all those 
Interminable colurans of his prose. 


CANTO III. 

A nother god came, resolute and free, 

A sort of hebdomadal Mercury; 

Expert in interstellar politics, 

In dropping meteors or in dropping bricks;. 


Of awkward carriage, an apparent fool 
Perplexed with all the trifles of a school 
And civic cares; yet, take him all in all, 

There was no riper wisdom in that hall. 

Though, when he bent his temper to a joke, 

The speaker was more droll than what he spoke. 

His pen was caustic, various, crystal-clear, 

And so he bore it perched behind his ear. 

And yet another came—a shrinking form, 

As one whom Time has driven on a storm 
Of new ideas; but whose feeble shocks 
Betrayed within a spirit orthodox. 

Bold with the pen, his tongue and thought would stammer 
As often as his accent and his grammar; 

And when he chose to rule by breach of rule, 

He felt a knave and others thought him fool. 

He had a heart for pity, but they said 
'Twas proof of weakness, not of godlihead; 

And, when he laughed, he forced himself to jest 
Because some chord was snapping in his breast. 

Yet others came: some were whose sacred robe 
Gave them the government of every globe, 

Whereas the common god, to make or mar, 

Ruled but a single planet or a star: 

Each week they thundered, cloudy, wet or shine, 

To manifest their attributes divine. 

Behind them humbly walking you mightnote 
A mighty bulk, but mightier was his throat, 
Well-known to mortais as the god of fuss, 

A brood of Lygea and of Daedalus ; 

Though soaring higher than the others dare, 






His natíve lightness kceps him in the air; 

As the wind lists, a Ghibelline or Guelph, 

And, right or wrong, distrustfnl of himself. 

A god there was, who long had toiled with men, 
Appollo-wise; then climbed to heaven again, 

His long appointed labour done. The sea 

And every laden sea-borne argosy 

Had paid him tribute and his power confest, 

And so he now was heavened for his rest. 

If, chance, thro’ memory of his earthly lot 
And mortal wisdom gotten, not forgot, 

He loved to scan the pathways he had trod, 

Yet every word and look declared a god. 

Still other gods there were, but they preferred 
To mingle matters with the mortal herd; 

And, when Jove’s herald summoned every god, 
Were bent on inquisition of the sod. 

One god there was, the wisest of the old, 

Who dwelt in distant regions, digging gold; 
Another would, through perverse wisdom, hate 
In solemn crises to co-operate ; 

Another yet, like fabled Hercules, 

Was spinning at a mortal maiden's knees; 

While others, demi-deities, gods-to-be, 

Were damned thro' envy of divinity. 

CANTO IV. 

f HEN Zeus saw the whole assembled host, 
Young Ganymede, the master of his toast, 

' He sent; to ask the members each to sign 


His name and titles in the book divine ; 

Then read the minutes, lest offended rule 
This meeting baffle and his purpose fool. 

Then, turning to th’agenda, prayed the House 
To second with its voice his dearest vows : 

Would any god, all party-passion shunned, 

Please undertake this Emigration Fund ? 

Thrice rang the summons thro’ the echoing aisles, 
And thrice a tremour shook the thronging files; 
Thrice had the pillars bowed before the blast 
And all were froze in silence, when at last 
A sullen murmur quivered thro’ the halls 
That all the gods were British Nationals! 

Again the trumpet sounded, if perchance 
Some luclder god, by force of circumstance, 

Or providence or sad infirmities, 

Was unadulterated Portuguese. 

What need of second blast ? A tumult stirred 
The rearmost ranks soon as the trump was heard, 
And cleaving through the crowd with elbows wide 
A lagging god’s plump figure was descried : 
Audaciously he steps and, as he nears, 

Endeavours to conceal his Parca-shears. 

A sudden clamour shook the hall of Jove 
As every hand and every voice approve. 

This is the god! the joyful chorus cried, 

And all the echoes “ God ! the god! ” replied. 
Great Zeus heard the tumult from his throne ; 

The tropics heard it and the frigid zone ; 

The hills of Avalon and florid vales 


Heard it, and sent a milíion fragrant gales, 

Bred in the incense oí their native vapours, 

To speed the happy tidings to the papers. 

But chiefly Zeus heard it, as he lay 
(Rapt in a Vision of a happier day 
When he became an amorous swan or calf) 

His bird beside him and his better-half. 

Then Zeus stirred, the greatest and the best, 

As earth too trembled and his might confest; 

And spake unto his eagle, “ Go and see 
If he will deign to take a cup of tea 
A jealous raurmur quivered through the crowd; 
Which Zeus hearing charged a passing cloud 
And broke in awful thunder his great voice: 

“ What traitor dares to challenge my free choice ? 
Speak ye who dare—I charge thee , answer true, 
Who long hast been the spokesraan of the crew. ” 
Up rose the god in fear and would have punned 
Upon this self-same Emigration Fund, 

But wiser thoughts prevented and he chose 
To discipline his hrnnour to repose, 

And, waxing apathetic to the sod, 

Was rapt in worship of a higher god. 


CANTO V. 

S oon as thhntelligence reached mortal ears 
That the dark wielder of the fatal shears 
Had been invited to that cup of tea 
And Zeus, as before on Danae, 

Would fali upon this íown in precious gold, 


Up rose in haste and spake each mortal bold : 

“ What! shall our ancient boasted heritage 
Be trusted to a henchman ? ” said a sage ; 

A henchman ! all the listening rabble cried, 

And henchman ! all the smitten walls replied : 

As when a master gives the word at drill 
And answering voices fill each dale and hill ; 

One! says the master, and all answer One! 

While round and round the doubling echoes run. 

Another rose and wisely shook his head : 

“ What folks now need is labour and not bread ! 
This giving doles is contrary to sense— 

To put a premium on mere indolence! ” 

Bravo ! cried all of those who hovered by, 
Assured no famished beggar listened nigh. 

All but the unemployed ; for these could tell 
A tale would melt the frozen heart of hell. 

And thus.the.talk went round, and whispers grew 
To clamours that assailed the careless blue: 

As when two urchins on a city street 
From harmless words advance to hands and feet, 
And plaudits from the circumstantial throng 
Inflame their rage and hearten them along, 

Till saloon-car, victoria and the tram 
Are all confounded in one traffic jam. 

Below a mountain-spur there was a cave, 

A hollow rock, to which some mortais gave 
The name of Union; why this name was given 
Is kept a secret in the books of Heaven. 

Ünto this hollow neighbouring shepherds drove 



Their cattle when the light and darkness strove 
For enapire; and all night the cattle lay 
Within its bowels till the potent day, 

With trill of bird and magic of dew-drop 
Came, gilding with his breath the mountain-top. 
Here oft on mqonlit nights a rout would come 
And, to the noise of saxophone and drum, 

Would drag around the floor their rolling legs 
And warm their souls with exercise and pegs. 

Some say that Rumour often sojourned here, 
Invisible, and forged his dreaded gear. 

Here, too, loud citizens assembled, when 
The sober twilight mantled wood and glen, 

In solemn council; and sitting at their ease. 

Would mar or fashion mortal destinies. 

Unto this council when these tidings reach 
At first they quite extinguish sight and speech ; 

As when, within a tavern, lights grow double 
And 1 palm’ or ‘ cashew ’ has cnsteeped all trouble; 
When all is hiccoughs, winks and vacant smiles, 

A thunderbolt comes crashing thro' the tiles, 


CANTO VI. 

ong was this mortal council thus amazed, 

| Death’s living image, sense and reason dazed, 
Forgetíul of th'Omnipotent decree, 

Forgetful of the Fund and cup of tea, 

Till one, more constant than the rest, spake up : 
“ Friends! swear to raise a tempest in that cup ! 
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What if he be a god ? If such gods be, 

To disbelieve is not impiety. 

Too long have we been puppets, senseless clods, 
Too long endured the tyranny of gods. 

We’11 plague his life and blow him up with flies, 
And shut on him the portais of the skies; 

Until, disowned by men and gods, his share 
Shall be to live suspended in the air, ” 

Loud plaudits greet the speaker and the speech: 
As when, upon a gently lapping beach, 

At first the air is still, the sea is calm — 

Adream with mirrored cloud or cliff or palm — 
Then the north rising darkens sea and land, 

The ocean heaves and churns up all its sand; 
Louder and louder the tempest-voices roar 
And rebel billows thunder on the shore. 

Another mortal, lord of many wiles, 

Then rose, with knowing winks and cunning smiles 
“ What profits to discourse on this or that f 
This is the problem: How to Ml the cat!! 

No easy task for mortais to remove 
The favoured minion of immortal Jove. 

We’11 sue for aid the Giants of the Press 
And all the rabble who their might confess: 

Call forth the Myrmidons of firiceless worth, 

Who dwell beneath the surface of the earth, ” 

1 Call forth the Myrmidons!’ the council cried, 

And 1 Myrmidons! ’ the listening walls replied, 

But rose a Nestor whose imperious word 
Full many a field and council-hall had heard: 

“ Belovèd friends! I pray you, keep in sight 
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The Myrmidons are now in píteous plight. 

How best to keep alive is all their creed, 

And humbly to adore the hands that feed ; 

Before the cry of hunger, Right is cold: 

We give but golden counsel— hc gives gold, ” 

The rest sat silent, with assenting nods, 

And seemed to praise the wisdom of the gods; 

Tho’ wliat darkthoughts then filled the heart of each 
Would baffle all the might of human speech, 

So, doubtfully their feet they homeward bend 
And end as all such mortal councils end. 

Meanwhile the hero of this high discourse 
About him casts how he may reinforce 
His solitary power; for, day and night, 

He sees his foemen growing in their might ; 

Dark ugly rumours batter at his ears, 

Envenoming his peace with subtle fears, 

By Jove abandoned, in his helplessness 
He sues for aid the Cyclops of the. Press. 

A cave there is, beneath the mountained earth, 

Where dwell these creatures of an alien birth ; 

All day and night they toil with monstrous tools 
To forge and fashion new grammatic rules. 

These Cyclops heard the God’s distressful wail, 

And clad him, top to toe, with Goa Mail. 

Forth issues now the god, and cverywhere 
Now at a windmill tilts, now beats the air; 

As when a lion, whom a swarm of fleas 
Infest and with their buzzing rob of ease, 

Endeavours his assailers to assai! 


And lashes but himself with his own tail; 
Then, noble rage suffusing every pore, 
Makes all the forest tremble at his roar. 


CANTO VIL 


[||hus was the executor of Heaven’s will 
I Launched on the fatal war-path, bent to kill, 

A When to him carne a Spirit, as he lay 
Revolving in his brain the busy day 
And how, in shoríest time, he might succeed 
To clear earth’s surface of the Giant brecd. 

1;. “ Come ! ” said the Spirit, “ long it were to tell 

The dreary pathways we must treacl in hell. 

Not long the pilgrimage, easy the slope 
That leads to regions unillumed of hope. 

Come, and delay not! for resistless Fate 
Ordains that you shall pass within that gate. ” 
Sweat floods the godly frame, his senses quail 
(If gods so falter, shall not mortais fail ?), 

His knee-joints totter, chilly fogs arise 
And sudden darkness overfilms his eyes; 

As when a sentry, at his nightly post 
In war-time, set to guard the menaced coast, 

At first, too consciotis of his martial charge, 
Suspects each moonbeam and each fisher's barge, 
Then by and by forgets the trust he keeps, 

Yawns, curses, curses, yawns and, lastly, sleeps. 
Or when, in Holy-week, at sermon-hour 
The zealous orator exerts his power: 
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Monotonous the useful descant goes, 

And from each word hypnotic potence flows ; 

Heads nod, and in a corner far away 
A trustee slumbers and pretends to pray. 

Along the gullet of a deep ravine 
, They went. No mosses hang its sides with green; 
No scented hues work mosaic on its floor; 

Around them unseen waters hiss and roar, 

And inauspicions owls and vultures trace 
Weird mazes o'er the heaveifls azure Grace, 

Soon that, too, ceases; and with mortal fear 
The god stands staring starkly down the sheer 
Where darkly gapes the wide infernal gate. 

In vain ! the Spirit urges and the will of Fate. 

So down and down and down they go, and cross 
Into.the regions of eternal loss; 

And, as they go, familiar voices reach 
Our hero’s ear; hence comes politic speech 
By which the subtlest of the gods are ruled, 

And thence the jargon by which crowds are fooled : 
For lost souls ever keep the loves and cares 
Which they once cherished in the vital airs. 

Here pined the heroes of sublime repute 
Whose portraits frown upon the Institute; 

And others—leaders multitudinous 
Who buzzed in life and so in hell, too, buzz. 

Wild anguish choked the god ; his heart was moved 
To see such ruin of the names he loved : 

Names of great heroes with but little taint, 

And one the world had canonized a saint. 


So, turning to his mate, he asked: “ Wherefore 
These men I honoured pine for evermore ? 
Wherefore death confiscates the people’s fee, 

And makes of mortal praise a mockery ? ” 

“ Seek not”, the Spirit answered, “ to unveil 
The secret ironies of bliss and bale: 

Who knows why Fortune humbles in the dust 
The typist who repelled her master’s lust, 

And to the summit of his hope uprears 
The villain who betrayed a mother’s tears ?" 

Sudden an earthquake shook the floor of hell, 

And Time stood silent as a silent bell 
Pregnant with mighty meanings; wild winds rose, 
As Titans stirring from a long repose, 

And raging upwards with tremendous might 
Whirled baek our hero to the shores of light. 


CANTO VIII, 

f HiLE thus the floor of dim Avernus trembled, 
On Earth the Giants of the Press assembled 
Their formidable legions. On a plain, 
Unfriended of the fertilising rain, 

They met: a blasted lieath it was, denied 
The grace of vegetation. Hither hied 
The crafty chieftain of the Giant crew, 

His busy brain a-teem with projects new. 

He would insult the gods with impious rage 
And was most faithless in a faithless age ; 
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Bold friend of Myrmidons, for power athirst — 
Alas! his arm with impotence was curst. 

Him following closely came his charioteer, 
Wrapping in purple garb his coward fear; 

With borrowed boldness brandishing his arms, 
He sought to silence his own hearfs alarms. 

A seed of gods; although perverted choice 
Forever cast him from celestial joys. 

They say a Sybil, drunk with holy smoke, 

His fate in wild prophetic accents spoke : 

1 Invulnerable to his foes in strife, 

A friendly shaft shall fly and quench his life. 

Lo ! all the clearest gods lament his end, 

And hell explodes with laughter of his friend 

Another ofíspring of the Earth there was, 

The shrillest Champion of the impious cause, 
Beside the sounding main he has his home, 

And sees the Tritons sporting in the foam : 

Oft, when the Moon has silvered all the sand, 
There comes unto his cave a squeaking band 
Of Tritons glittering with the ocean gold, 

And all night long their noisy sessions hold; 

Oft chances so the Gianfs maw is fed 
With many a broken word and broken head. 

Another giant joined the growing throng, 

His arm as feeble as his voice is strong; 

His reason harnessed to ungoverned ire, 

Himself the fuel of his futile íire. 

A kindly spirit; but a cursèd hour 

Brought him, they say, the cocktail-cup of power. 
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Another giant came, less bold than wise, 

Whose one delight was mártial exercise 
Yet, far from stricken fields, his spear of wood 
He brandished, levelíed, broke—in solitude. 

Yet other chieftains pressed : as thick as flies 
t In snmmer, or when Monsoon darks the skies 

Making a midnight of the gaudy day, 

The frogs, a croaking congregation, pray. 

Up rose the leader, and his bold eye scanned 
Th’ assembled thousands of his warlike band; 

And, as he rose, the muíHed murmür died, 

Like billows when the chafing winds subside, 

“ Brothers! ” he cried, ■ “ I beg you, understand 
How Heaven has wronged the Council of the Land. 
What means to choose a minion of no note 
Without the sanction of the people’s vote ? 

Mad is the bard to whom the Muse dictates 
‘ The cup that cheers but not inebriates 
Since Zeus lives too far, we’ll swear to wage 
Loud war upon his minion’s patronage. 

Give me your voices, comrades; for this hour 
Resolves between our impotence and power. ” 

The chieftain sat and, as he sat, him beckoned 
Who drove his car; he, rising, said “ I second. ” 

As when a modest bride of olden days 
Who veils her beauty from the public gaze, 

Feels speechless shame her virgin heart oppress, 
And stammering, blushing, shyly whispers 11 Yes", 
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CANTO IX. 


I OR yet the session ended; for a chief 
Rose, wan and trembling as an autumn leaf 
« My friends ! ” he said, “What boots a bloodless strife ? 
Our war must be a war unto the knife! 

'Tis not enough to cast him frora his trust, 

Unless we make him kiss the humble dust. 

Base is the slave who falters to destroy 
What yet remains of his unholy joy !" 

The motion pleased the Giants, who approve 
All means of mischief; for they cannot love. 

But rose a leader, whose sardonic smile 
Bespoke the fervours of his secret bile, 

And poured his surfeit in these accents smooth 
“ If I could tell you, friends, what love of Truth 
Can do, and resolution in her cause, 

Regardless of the breath of rank applause 
Would you not rally to her side and fight 
And die, perchance, in battling for the Right ? 

What villain here, but loves his country’s name ? 

What rascai, that can bear this branded shame ? 

What crawling worm, that will not dare to be 
The Champion of divinest Liberty ? ” 

Delighted murmurs shook the Giant brood 
At words so fine and easily understood; 

Nor think they fair to scan the hazy sense 
Beneath this pleasing web of eloquence. 

But pleased not he one leader; who uprose, 


16- 


With anger apopletic: “Empty shows !" 

He raged; “ Sweet empty sounds to tickle these 
Who still adore whoever stoops to please ! 

If any live in this misguided time 
Who love to list to reason and to rhyme, 

Let me be damned ! A shame upon the bays 
Whose price is cringing bow and honeyed phrase ! 
Talk not to me of Liberty and Right: 

I was, am, will beadvocate of Might. 

War to the knife! This calls for bloody action; 
And let the alleys choke with putrefaction! ” 

The Giant could no more: his voice was stopped 
With hot, impetuous blood; so down he dropped, 
But soon, recovering both his sense and rage, 

Sat glaring like a tiger in a cage. 

Joy filled the Giant hearts to see so soon 
The head they loved recover from his swoon : 
Such joy was theirs as when, upon the course, 
Some clerk has staked his fortune on a horse 
(Two-eight on place and so two-eight on win), 
And sees his fancy proudly gallop in, 

The Chieftain heard this murmur, as he thought 
On all the mischief done, the more unwrought; 
Then rose and spake as one who seems to see 
His consultation is but courtesy 
“ Friends! it is manifest to me how far 
Your purposes incline to bloody war; 

Though I confess my purpose more was bent 
To a less bloody, deadlier intent; 

War loud and merciless, with mangled names 
And poisoned ink which, killing not, defames; 





Loud war with máddened, not with broken, pates, 
A war that threatens and insinuates; 

A war which lets live that such Iife may be 
An unremitted tale of misery. 

What boots the barbarous flow of useless blood 
Before the cheap efficiency of mud ? ” 

This said the dauntless Chieftain, and a roar 
Burst from the rout and, waxing more and more, 
Frighted the parchèd air; discordant voices 
Made screeching Babel of their hearted choices: 
One called for pop-guns and another slings— 

And Time grew big with mighty happenings. 


CANTO X. 

A nd thus the war began with slinging dirt, 
and tho’ a few were sullied, none were hurt. 
Fierce rushed the warriors and with daring gest 
Disturbed in Christian homes their Sabbath rest. 
Bold champions in disguise careered about 
With no worse weapons than a knówing doubt, 
And exercised them in heroic games— 

As putting out their tongues or calling names; 
Though, oft, transported by immodest ire, 

Would roll together in a heap of mire. 

As when a dandy 011 a rainy day 
Walks absently along a city way, 

Sudden a taxi starts him with a toot, 

Bespattering his clean and creasy suit:. 


He gazes at his shape in casual pool 
And thinks the cabman knave, himself a fool. 

So once it happed the Giants thought to move 
The firm foundations of the law of Jove, 

Because Olympus had, against the pact, 

Perversely issued the Colonial Act. 

A herald, then, was sent around to call 
The Myrmidons and Giants to a hall 
Where many a battle—terrible to say— 

Was fouglit and won upon a former day. 

Hither would come the thronging Myrmidons, 
Their uncles, aunts, their daughters and their sons, 
And hear of birthright, faith, and dissolution 
Of that most precious thing—the Constitution ; 
Then wisely nod, as shaken in their creed 
‘Olympus had been very bad indeed! ’ 

And, going home, forget the cursèd Act 

With “So-and-so (my! how the house was packed!) 

Was excellent; and that stoutish chap, 

Though loud enough, seemed ne’er to care a rap 
Either for Government or grammar. Phew! 

I never understood a word—Did you ? ” 

Soon as the tidings reach the priest of Jove 
Of what the godless Giants strive to move, 

Great was his wrath ; and, where he praying stood, 
He swore these Giants were a damnèd brood. 

A mighty oath he swore, while all around 
His ministers in awe bestrewed the ground.; 

As when, sometimes, a loud nocturnal gale 
Makes reel the laden orchard, and the frail 
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Boughs shake their precious load : the pigs rejoice 
To see such banquet spread out for their choice. 

What next ensued, is curtained by the Night; 

And grievous sin it were for mortal sight 
To probe the secrets of the priest of God. 

But Fame, the many-mouthed, spreads abroad 
(Fame of the hundred tongues and hundred eyes, 
That feeds on broken truth and wild surmise ) 

How with his ministers the priest of Jove 
Went, under darkness, to the Demons’ grove. 

A grove there is where dwell these creatures dim 
And brew dark charms to shelter life or limb; 
Ceaseless they toil ; for Neptune has assigned 
To them the government of every wind: 

Nor must the North blow hard, the East blow chili, 
Nor dry leaf drop, regardlessof their will. 

Therefore they pry, and watch you early or late 
And love you with a love that smacks of hate; 

See where they find not, find not where they see, 
And every where they nose a mystery: 

Until you wonder— tho’ it sound perverse— 

Were it not fun, for once, to lose your purse. 

Unto this grove, his magic mantle donned, 

The priest carne waving his enchanter’s wand: 

The Demons must obey the potent spell, 

And hastened to the Giants’ citadel. 

Sudden the news ran of the council banned, 

And smote with palsy every tongue and hand, 


CANTO XI. 

A nd thus the swaying tide of battle rolled, 

And none had perished of the champions bold, 
When Momus, bent on mischief, winked an eye 
Momus, whose motley is the dappled sky, 

The rainbow and all Nature’s piedness; 

Whose coxcomb is the dawn’s vermillion tress, 

And this our foolish Earth his bauble hurled 
Across the laughter of a crowded world. 

When Momus winked, a million goblins flew 
From out his eye and winged across the blue; 
Then, lighting on the earth, the champions sought 
And in their unsuspecting bosoms wrought 
Mad mischief. Some betook them to the god 
And found him wildered where no god had trod, 
Fast calculating all the starry pole 
And emptying out the ocean in a hole. 

Insensibly the goblins him inspire 
Until his soul for battle is afire : 

Now everywhere he sees his foemen close 
And raves and rants of rifles and of bows. 

Meanwhile the other goblins seekfincite 
The Giants to a last decisive fight; 

Who, hearts aflame, now frei and gnash and pace 
Like mettled horses ready for the race. 

All round, deep silence and expeetant fear 
Make vibrant all th’electric atmosphere; 

Both men and gods, all worlds and ages bend 
To watch this last heroic battle end. 







Upon one side a herald blew a blast: 

Thrice blew he loud his trumpet, till at last 
]ove’s own Elect came riding into sight, 

A god to left of him, and a god to right. 

Close visors hid the warriors; but their port 
Bore out tlie shrewd conjectures of report ; 

While one, lean Ceres’ ofíspring, stood confest 
By the sharp blister-fly upon his crest: 

One eye he nailed to earth, the while he cast 
The other backwards to the golden past, 

(A dummy, more, they dragged ; a figurehead 
Who, with some others, ere he died, was dead). 

Forth came they riding to the fatal field, 

Well fortified with Goa Mail and shield, 

And, in their hands, large bellows blew a vapour 
Like exhalations out of printed paper. 

On th’other side, the Giant legions flung 
Innumerous pellets of decaying dung. 

Fast rained the balis: volley on volley flew, 

Obscuring with dirt the patient blue, 

Till eye and ear and nose and mouth are filled 
With pestilential slush; yet none were kiiled. 

’ Tis then, they say, the goblins wroght a mist 
And, in the darkness, ere the Giants wist, 

Where all the mud was, piled substantial stones 
And laughed: "For hard words never yêt broke bones f 
A stone soon hit the hero, and he reeled 
And fell: the Giants knew his fate was sealed 
And broke to measures of a martial dance, 

Triumphing; Vain elation ! for by chance 
The bellows of the dying god such stink 


Ejected, that the warriors (dread to think!), 

Both friends and foes, inhaled th’envenomed breath 
And soon lay sprawling in inglorious death. 

As when, at dead of night, in city-room 
A leaking gas-pipe like a secret doom 
Goes searching round for pray: the cruel stench 
Now must the father, now the mother quench; 

And now, unsated, like a serpent creeps 
To where the baby in his cradle sleeps. 

A pang of sorrow shook the firmamcnt 
To see the horror of such dire event: 

Great Zeus swore no more these wars shall be 
But all the world shall live in amity; 

And sent a wingèd herald who should call 
The gods to council in his starry hall. 

Meanwhile the goblins, scattering, sought the slain 
Where they lay sprawling on the fatal plain, 

And gave them burial, washing them anew 
With lustral magic of baptismal dew. 

Nor lacked they tears; such tears the Heavens shed 
When mortal or immortal fools are dead. 


CANTO XII. 

ow had the gods assembled in the hall 
Of Jove, obedient to his mighty call; 

In haste the thronging multitudes had come, 
As armies to the rattle-rattling drum. 
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In haste: and yet a certain look or air 
Seemed much regretful of the easy-chair. 

A sudden hush extinguished every noise 
As broke in awful thunder Zeus’ voice:- 
“ Most dire disasters in the world of Man 
Have made me seek revision of my plan, ” 

He said ; a pang of sorrow infinite 
Shot o’er his countenance, transforming it; 

“ It seems my choice was most unfortunate, 

And hath provoked the nemesis of Fate, 

O Gods! I wonder at the Providence 
That gave the power to me, to you the sense. 

If, then, my dispensation was in vain, 

Blame not my good-will but my -aging brain. 

I know not how my mind is very slow; 

And yet my heart is wrung for others’ wce : 

How often wouH I, for a leper’s health, 

Upset the balance of the public wealth, 

And for the comfort of the people raise 
Unbridging bridges to the end of.days ! 

If this relief was big with bitter grief, 

Yet other griefs await a wise relief. 

Leave, then, yonr inward vision and look down 
Upon the sordid sorrows of this town : 

How smooth and swift the glittering traffic rolls 
On famished bodies and on famished souls! 

And how this City with her ponderous jaw 
E’er grinds God’s children for the Devil’s maw. 
Look how the Youth whom Fortune daily shocks, 
Mocking hisTosy drearas with bitter mocks, 
Ashamed to turn back where the home-fires burn 


Here begs or steals the bread he cannot earn ; 

Or breathes the thick air of his village “room”— 
His pride, his refuge and his living- tomb - 
And, findingsuch employment as he might, 

He plays “ manille” all day and— coughs all night. 
Look how the sea-bred waiter waits no more, 

Or, if he waits at all, now waits ashore ; 

And the musicians, famed by land and sea, 
Rehearse their own Unfinished Symphony. 

Look how the matron braves an unknown fate, 
Leaving her sucking child and -drunken mate; 
Forgets her old contempt for others’ shame : 

For are not virtues counters in the game ? 

How better than the husband’s tiger gaze 
The pararaour who smiles and wooes and pays! 
Soon, when the grown-up boy must go toschool, 
Who' 11 pay the piper ? not that drunken fool! 

And, soon, the girl will grcw: and she will see 
Who has the money for the jewellery ! 

Look how the maiden, by the glitter lured, 

Against the gilded tempter ill-secured, 

Full of rice-powder and of Christian trust, 
Succumbs to her own greed, to others’ lust. 

Ah! does a pang of horror pale your cheeks ? 

But vain the pity that but pity seeks.l 
Expect not all from Heaven: When I shall go 
(For jove is not eternal, Fate wills so 1, 

Incessant cataracts shall drown the earth 
And quickeh all this rot to nobler birth; 

For Fate decrees to fertilize this mud 
With cleansing íloqd of waters or—of blood. 
Meanwhile, of my great bounty will I give 
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To raisery ray promised lenitive : 

Will any god, all party-passion shunned, 
Please undertake this Emigration Fund ? ” 

Sepulchral silence hushed the spacious hall ; 
Which Zeus marking, o’er the flaming wall 
Of Heaven bent down his bright infinity. 

“ O Gods !’ J , he cried, “ Below on earth I see 
With gapingmouths the Council of the Land. 
Ah! sursum corda ! I think I understand ! ” 
Great Zeus spake, and winked a jovial eye : 
And unextinguished íaughter shoolc the sky. 



